if it was rather difficult to move about, if doors had had to
be rehung to admit out-size furniture (old oak tends to
be large) and if we had to eat our meals and entertain our
friends sitting along one side of a refectory table, facing the
wall.  In spite of being unduly crowded, it was attractive.
We had the communicating bedrooms that were dear to
our conviviality and a delightful small gothic table and settle
at the foot of my bed where we could, and did, have break-
fast together. It was well-heated and got such sunshine as
England provided and was near Harrods' stores for us and
the park for the dogs. Thora was dead but we had Thorgils
of Tredholt, another red dashshund bought by John at a
Brighton dog show.   He became a big winner and was
presently joined by Wotan who as Champion Fitz-John
Wotan helped to make dashshund history. He was a liver-
and-tan, seen from the car by John in a side street in
Shepherds Bush and bought for me from an old woman who
had bred him. We got him registered without pedigree at
the Kennel Club. He swept the benches and beat every dog
he met but one (and in that case the judge was so openly
doubtful that the rival was never allowed to risk a reversal
of judgment).  He sired seventy-three puppies during his
first year at stud and gave me a passionate and exacting
adoration that made my life a burden!  I do not think I
ever possessed so devoted or so selfish a dog ! Fortunately
town life disagreed with him and eventually he had to be
pensioned off in the country. To this day I meet his un-
mistakable descendants in all kinds of unexpected places.
But before we settled into Sterling Street there was one
great experience. We went to Florence together for the
first time. We had both of us visited it and loved it in the
past, but that was a very different thing from discovering
all its joys and beauties in die company we both liked better
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